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bridges and people 1 


EVEN THE EMULATED BRIDGE IN THE CARE OF THE COVERED SHOPPING MALL 
CANNOT STAND ITS USERS, PEOPLE JUST SEEM TO THINK BRIDGE AND 
WOW A BRIDGE. 


BUT WHAT IS TO BE SAID OF THE 
DELAWARE MEMORIAL BRIDGE 
BROOKLYN BRIDGE 
JEAN LAFAYETTE BRIDGE 
A BRIDGE IN LOUISIANA BUILT IN HONOR OF A PEOPLE 
STEALER 
DEALER. 
ANY CAR SALESMAN WHO HAS EVER CROSSED THIS BRIDGE 
WOULD BE PROUD. 


- B. Jochen Lohr 


bridges and people 2 


SOME BRIDGES BRIDGE NOTHING THEY JUST ELEVATE YOU 
TO LESSEN REALITIES' DUES WHICH YOU SHOULD 
BE LIABLE FOR ONE DAY. 


AWAY AWAY 
ON A LARGE ARCHED BRIDGE 
SHOUT YOUR NAME OUT LOUD 
AT THE TOP OF YOUR SMOKE- 
FILLED LUNGS 
BUISE TRS TarcHeECK sEOR CRACKS... . 


- B. Jochen Lohr 


I wonder what strong wind compels 
The flood of life 

When what my eyes behold demands 
Tne blood that surges in the gale 
Stop 

And calmly clot 


EOR/ATWELL 


, 


An Autobiography 


I was born - not with a rose between my teeth - but 
with a talent for gnashing them. A world had been 
ripped apart with a war fought to end war. The Armi- 
stice of 1918 had pasted back together a mosaic without 
pattern or plan or seeming purpose which was a memory 
still fresh in Charlotte, North Carolina of the twenties 
and thirties. This was my heritage. 

Eldest daughter and third childs; one sister ten 
years later, and no campetition. Eventually four 
brothers, all of whom had curly hair. I learned early 
to toss my straight dutch-cut and say, "I'm not so 
pretty but I'm awful sweet." The "awful sweet" part 
was a lie, but the glib phrase saw me through with 
untraumatized ego. 

The great depression came and went. My parents 
were geniuses. We never felt poor. Maybe we really 
were not, relatively and in retrospect. My father was 
never unemployed. I have never been hungry. 

I graduated from old Central High School, now ab- 
sorbed into CPCC. Has time, in a sense, come full circle 
now? 

I married at 17. My father told me I'd live to 
see the day I would wish I'd eaten my sweetheart when I 
felt Jake it. I-did. Mine was the first divorce, ever, 
in our family. I still hear about that sometimes. 

So, I took my daughter back to my mother and my 
father took me back to business college. 

I became a dental assistant to Dr. C.F. Taylor, 
right up Elizabeth Avenue fram where a Mr. Harry Golden 
was publishing - was it the "Carolina Israelite?" 
Charlotte acquired a professional football team and the 
Clippers had a vociferous supporter on a Sunday after- 
noon when Pearl Harbor exploded into World War II. And 
brothers went and father died and Charlotte began to 
grow up. I did same growing up, too. The hard way. 

Brothers miraculously returned. The war was over. 
In 1947 I married George Clary. Everyone called him 
Pete. In 1950 we left Charlotte and settled in Concord, 
North Carolina. 

It's strange to see facts of one's own life set down 
on paper. Statistics are so sterile. They don't cut it 
with the tom-boy who tried to kiss her elbow and turn 
into a real boy. The competitor who felt like a sissy 
until she grew a bosom and the boys started looking at 
her legs and whistling. The disdainful, secret pride 


when the ninth-grade basketball player in the tight jersey 
ran out on the gym floor and the boys yelled, "Hey, 
Cottonwad!" Disdainful because it was expected and 

proud because they weren't cottonwads. I had to do same 
growing-up before I realized everybody had bosoms, they 
come in pairs, and they're just flab. But then again 

it is nicer for a nursing baby to take hold of flab instead 
of flat, I am sure. 

Pin-points and potpourri - My father's vegetable 
garden. Not so much fulfillment for a farm-boy displaced 
as an economic necessity in rearing six children, even 
in those days before inflation. His standardized joke 
at the dinner table, "Cut the butter light, kids, it's 
30¢ a pound." His saying we greased the biscuits to make 
them go down faster! Having a row in the garden for 
my own to grow whatever I wanted; choosing spring onions 
and strawberries. Carrying a bucket with an enamel 
dipper to water my plants. And in the process learning 
the difference between "bull-tallow clay" and "black 
loam'' to amaze my garden club all these years later. 
Getting my hair cut at a barber shop and how good it 
smelled in there. Sitting on the front porch steps all 
Saturday afternoon with my yellow silk Sunday socks on 
because my big brother told me the devil was going to have 
a parade that afternoon. I wanted to see if he looked 
like the picture on the Red Devil lye can. Stealing 
chewing gum out of my brother's trunk. Saying "bad words" 
and having my mouth washed out with yellow Octagon soap, 
still extant but little known in these days of detergents 
said to do everything but toe-dance. 

Throwing an ice-pick at my brother when he jumped 
off the icebox with a sheet over his head like a ghost. 
Envying my brother his sailor suit brought hame fran the 
navy for him by my Uncle Jay. How scared I was when I 
boxed with one of my brothers and bloodied his nose and 
he fainted at the sight of blood. Snickering with Billy 
next door over "Whiz-Bang" - that era's pornography, I 
Suspecu. 

Roller skating to the Ta Petey downtown and hanging 
onto the back of my brother's bike going down hills. 
Saturday morning matinees at the old Impertal - and candy 
kisses. The smell in the halls at Elizabeth School on 
rainy days; cinnamon buns and peanut butter, apples and 
dust-down. Fearing the cloak room because it was so dark, 
and the dank smell of overshoes in the wintertime. 

Running along the sidewalk to keep up with the ice wagon. 
I still renember the horses' names were “Rock" and "Rye," 


Chewing tar. Matching bloomers with my school dresses. 
Taking dancing at Hendersons'. Getting a part in the 
senior play. Eating hot fudge sundaes at Woolworth's 
when it was on West Trade Street. 3.2 beer and the 

high school hang-out at 7th and Mc Dowell. Going by 
Myers Park Pharmacy for a "coke with lemon" on a date. 
Miniature golf. 7¢ streetcar rides to basketball games 
and going in the front door, getting off at the back. 
Blaming the "trolley" coming off when we didn't make it 
home on time. Spending a week with country cousins in 
the summertime. Seven boys and one girl - and they named 
her Bobby! My umbrage when a boy cousin put a "hoppy- 
toad" down my back. Family reunions and being displayed 
along with all the other progeny to let our relatives 

see how much we'd grown. The still-remembered delicious- 
ness of cocoa and sugar "dipped" while lying flat on 

the warm tar-paper roof of the coal house in the shade 
of a fig tree just inside your father's garden. 

How do factual recountings capture the complete life- 
time each day that a child among siblings discovers? 
Then suddenly I'm 20 and a mother with a child and an 
ex-husband. 

The metamorphosis of a spoiled brat into a fairly 
decent human being is still going on. Where does one 
Start. to tell the suttusing joy or birthing a son = to 
relate the instant identification with Eve, predictably 
so in one who had been reared in a Scots Presbyterian 
home; to whom devoutness was natural. How say, without 
seeming contriving, that these words, "I have got me a 
man,'' from the account in Genesis sprang unsummoned to 
my thoughts. How share the emotion which prompted a 
thank-you note to her father when we achieved Liz, Jr. 

February 22, 1970 happened. ; 

These words were written in August, 1970. 

The thought of Pete comes more and more often to me 
of late. As if he is trying to reach for me or I for 
him. He is truly an extension of myself. Bone of my 
bone and flesh of my flesh through the spirit. The love 
that bound us together. I am apart from a completion 
of myself. I am unwhole. He is a part of me cut out, 
gone away, and I am left limping and undone. A partial 
soul., a portion of self. I say to myself, he is dead, 
you are alive. Life is for the living. Let the dead 
past bury its dead. But myself weeps. And there is no 
joy anymore. And life is a suffering of it. I have 
known joy and delight and hope and rollicking laughter 
and hotness and lasting content; and I hate my life. 


It“thisvaise ai there 15, Micon: wants. reer pe 
trayed. I am angry. I have a hurting, mounting cynicism 
that is destroying me. Have I been had? Have we all 
been had? Are we needlessly negatively disciplined? 
Does God love us unhappy and desparate? Where is the 
peace and joy I have had drummed into me as the end 
result of Faith and,faithfulness? Why, when with every 
fiber of my being I have been so conditioned to believe 
to the extent of conviction, of knowing, have I found the 
answers not there? What is the purpose of life; it is 
gone and with it has fled my assurances and confidences. 

Now, in October, 1970 I can write these words. 

I know that despair is my enemy. I have overcome 
helplessness and refuse to court hopelessness. iz, Jr., 
' sixteen, and Pete III, senior at UNC-Chapel Hill, and my 
lovely Wallis, first daughter and as truly Clary as the 
other two, are my purpose in life. 

And so I have changed my pace, revamped my life. 
For the first time in 20 years I am no longer teaching 
my Sunday School class of young adult women. It was 
with reluctance that I gave it up. It has been a be- 
loved task - but one shared with my husband. As was 
every Other thing. iwi) quit it tor a while and ipreak 
the familiar routine of Sundays so similar to when I 
was awife. Now, Liz, Jr. and I play golf. We go to 
ball games with son Pete. I like this creative writing 
course. JI have gone back to work as a part-time sec- 
retary. My world shook apart last February. Now I must 
rebuild it. I must learn to be thankful for all those 
things I havent gotethat © don tawene. lmuetesay 
goodbye and hello. 

I would not want Elizabeth to become a queer old 
woman, nor bitter. I will count to ten, slowly and 
frequently, and if that doesn"t ger ib Il cuss awhile, 


See lary 


birth of a season 


leaves burst 


in buds 
to steal cold winter's 
place: 
to console 
the readiness 
of eager spring. 
born 
of limb 
and to it - 
bring with them 
love and 
shining 
newness 
once lost in 
fale 
toahalt 
winter's age 
and bring 
spring from the 
earth's 
womb. 


- Alvin Johnson 


clouds 
on the side of the sky 
warmed.... 
by earth's hand; 
and reaching to 
touch 
earth's 
fevered brow, 
are cool 
and bring 
soft shadows 
covering all 
the 
implements 
of 
child-bearing 
Ra T ec seots 


letting life live 
and suffer no great loss. 


- Alvin Johnson 


the masterprice 


Mrs. Lefler looked especially nice and primped in 
church this morning. She was filled with that warm emotion 
that always accompanies noted accomplishment. Today marked 
a great occasion in her life. She had attended church 
every Sunday for fifty years without a miss and today the 
congregation was presenting her with a certificate, gold 
cross, and a free down payment for the grave plot beside 
her late husband. 

Pastor Bishop had finished his introductory speech, so 
Mrs. Lefler went up to the front of the church and ascended 
into the vestry. After a nice round of smiles and with the 
gold cross, money, and certificate in hand she began her 
descent from the steps back to her seat. Mrs. Lefler never 
thought that her 9:30 A.M. toddy would ever turn on her, 
but now, during the second Threefold Amen, those old legs 
gave up the ghost. During the fourth flip and the last 
Amen, that gold cross touched Mrs. Lefler's heart, ij.e., 
ventricle, causing a great cry to arise from that saint of a 
lady; a cry in unison with the organ's music and in solo, 
the words of her last thought on earth, and a Hell of a note 
- "God Damnit! !" 

That scream, that noise and blood sound that pounded from 
the heart of that grandmotherly soul not only scared a third 
of the congregation into prayer, but also sent every cat 
within earshot up the nearest tree. 


Fifty years 

With church bell, 

One last step 

Then she fell. 

She told life's story, 

Told it well. 

Did she go to Heaven? 

Well did she, or didn't she??? 


- Larry S. Ezzel 


CHOLULA 197] 


A gilted 

christian temple 
built atop 

the ruins 

of an earlier civilization. 
A bearded piper 

on the rutted road 
shrilly 

striving for 
harmonic rapport 
with the wind. 

A hacienda 
standing tall 
above green seas 
of waving corn. 
Adobe walls 
crumbling 

with the weight of 
two centuries. 

All 

an outline 

of the past 

for the present 

to conjecture 

the lives of those, 
the past. 


JoAnne Flowers Wilson 


Valsequillo 


Rain running 

before 

Q Stitt wind. 
Mountain masses 
crowned 

with storm. 

Dark shadows 

of sailing clouds 
pass over 

cactus- clad in 
glossy leaves- 
thrusting 
stiffened, flower-budded spikes 
upward- to the sky. 
Wind-sounds 

assume 

color- and the hues 
ConLalnemus ic. 
Song's end 

brings 

freshened life to 
the parched 

desert land. 


JoAnne Flowers Wilson 


rio frio 


A mexican blanket. Sharp colors 

in sharply defined figures 

of the Aztecs. 

Still-damp stains- eyes of evidence- 
Superimposed on the eye 

of the eagle 

dul] 

the brilliance of the dyes. 

Tesi 

smel | 

the lustiness of your exuberance 

as I wrap the woolen warmth 

around me, 

Shivering 

in the drenching sweat of after-love. 


JoAnne Flowers Wilson 
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Can You Get There By Candlelight? 


"Come in." 

He knew, without turning from the window, who it would 
be. Miss Richards. Her knock always managed to be tenta- 
tive and imperious at the same time. (A pigeon floated in 
across the backdrop of angular grey buildings and remote 
grey sky, settling on the next ledge; he could hear it chortle 
in placid self-satisfaction). 

UMass CaymoGgy sce 

Vest. 

“There's a Mr. Finch from United Electronics outside. He 
Says he was expecting the final proposal on their promotional 
campaign two weeks ago, and dropped by to see what the hold- 
up was. Shall I send him in?" 

“No. Let George handle him." 

sBut, Nee Cayvnody. «| 

‘Vagr. 

He could feel her caution. She tested the uncertain 
ground before her gingerly, like a man on the edge of a dark 
and unexplored swamp. She knew. The thing was beyond 
George now. He could only palliate, could only stick a 
hopeless finger in the dike and hold back the rising tide 
of pressure and anger for a brief, meaningless time. He 
waited, still staring out the window. (The pigeon was 
quiet now. Or gone). She drew back. baffled, shelved 
her concern, became again only a secretary. 

HXGS9Sifas 

The door clicked softly behind her. Still he stood, 
dumb and motionless. What had he achieved? Carol was gone; 
perhaps Finch was already listening with mounting impatience 
to George's pointless explanation, He had bought a scant 
twenty-four hours of ephemeral peace. And even that was 
a damned poor bargain. The desk was still there, at his 
back. Like a ponderous but deadly beast it crouched on its 
four stubby legs, ready to spring and crush him. Would it 
cry out before it attacked, with a shrill jingle of the 
telephone, or the grating buzz of the intercom? Or would 
it pounce without warning? 

The intercom buzzed. 

“Yes, (Carol2e 

"Mrs. Carmody on line two." 

"Tell her I'm with a client." 

The slightest pause. "Yes sir." 

Oh Christ. = viecanst"qoeone likes this mei soapsunde 


For a long time he stood there. Across the canyon a 
flag whipped in windy anguish. The pigeons were gone. He 
could see several gliding and perching on the Commerce Buil- 
ding opposite, seeking the sunlight, fleeing the cold 
Shadows that were beginning to cloak his own building. 
Then, almost before he knew it, he was walking. 

Plakeumy ca liiseeCarol 

The elevator was there, disgorging two grey suits with 
Dial-washed, Ban-rolled, Listerine-sweetened bodies inside. 
He stepped on. 

Down. 


Down. a 


Down. 
He stepped off. 
Cut through the lobby. 
Into the street. 


The sun was bright. Even through the chill March air 
it fell with a gentle touch on his face. The wind was 
cool, but not rough. It carried the smell of auto engines 
and the delicate green scent of the budding saplings that 
clung precariously to the edge of the street. He felt it 
lifting the hair on his forehead. He was crying, quietly, 
and the wind dried the tears on his cheeks and the sun 
warmed the cold tracks they had left. He walked on now, 
impelled, like a wind-up toy that a shabby huckster has 
placed on the sidewalk. Only he was moving away from the 
random, smouldering, unsmiling crowd of other wind-up 
toys. 

The subway car was two-thirds empty. He found a seat 
by himself and settled into the back corner, sinking into 
the wash of the train's whining clicking rear. Station 
after station flashed briefly out of the darkness, elusive 
moments of light and order, quickly swallowed up by the 
darkness that surrounded them. 

Miles later the train broke into the upper air. He 
looked out of the window, not at the dreary stretches of 
look-alike row-fronts, not at the punctuating clusters of 
high-rise concrete. He looked at the sky. It was still 
there. 

He was not crying now. 

Coney Island was still in its pre-season cocoon, docile, 
comfortable caterpillar, dreaming uneasy dreams of the trans- 
formation to come. Beyond it, the beach, still deserted. 

His shoes slipped sideways in the sand as he walked 
down to the sea. As he walked he groped in his mind for 
the words of a children's poem. 

“How many miles to Babylon? 
Three-score miles and ten. 
Can I get there by candlelight? 
Yes. And back again." 
The wind blew in above the rolling white surf. Gulls 


circled, patiently waiting the ugly boon of man's wasting 
presence. 

Beyond lay Europe. The green cliffs of Ireland. The 
kaleidoscopic beaches of Portugal, with nets and boats and 
a warmer sun. He could picture the Alps, and the cool damp 
forests of Germany. So much. They beckoned now. 

"Can I get there by candlelight?" 

He began the long walk. 


- Tom Little 


brief dissertation on smoke 


F OGL te, 
Tie Grey rendrm| 
hangs 
in The sky, 
hrs Cire y mat ren 
free, 
twisting 
and Turnitin 
its self 
inside out 
for ale tite world 
To see - 
Observe 
This 
floating 
grey 
matter. 
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Gardener's Dream 


Let a rose 
grow in my garden, 
So we may know of love, 
the warm 
delicate caress of understanding, 
the soft 
compassionate touch of hearts 
freely given. 
Let one rose 
grow in my garden, 
for the weeds there now 
show fertile soil. 


N. F. Hanlon 


Briefly Told 


The twenty-fourth year 

Disappeared in the mist, 

Yet, 

The dreams of that summer 

Still return- mirthfully grinning. 


No homes do they own, 
Those naked souls alone, 
who come 
seeking satori 
From the wastelands of yesterday. 


No Fee Hantion 


The Nocturne of Debussy from ‘Mystery and 


The music of mystery and opium, 
Dreams of early morning 
Sifting sin to sunliohe 
And the clouds -- drifting into sleepy sunday 
Like silver and scarlet doves 
Glancing from the sunrise sky, 
Into the slumber 
Of our mind 
Together in the rippling 
Restful high 
Of early morning -- 
Dew swept and wilderness 
Slipping back to sleep, 
When words slip away 
Making tranquil music of our meaning -- 


When we were young and the reality 
Of our loves 

Was flutes 

And lutes 

And the evening 
Tones of mourning doves. 


An abstract sense of falling, 
Sinking into purple shadows 

And winter prisms of light -- 
Snow flakes etched on windows. 


All night 
The morning cries to be born. 
The moon lies barren in a pallid 
prelude for dawn, 
Silver skyed mistress 
To the fawn, 
Spotted and soft in a misted glade -- 
Breathing in the stillness. 


Music’ 


Down -- Falling into worlds 

Of stars -- and angular 
Procrusions Cf color 
Bursting into tines; 
Turning into sound 

And an echo of a word -- 

We heard 
A year ago last wednesday 

That meant 
The first time you ever 
Felt the silence inside you. 

The beginning of something? 

The ending quiet 
And fading away 

In fog banks 

Against the river-scaped morning. 


BE 


While chasing the shadows of butterflies 
We remember the most remarkable things, 
Silver dryads with purple wings 
And rippling waves 

In sunset and sapphire. 


were ah 

Wandering away with fairy stealth 
Until the inconceivable 

Mystery is 

Then -- 

And is not again. 

Again 

Until there is no more the sound -- 
Music of your soul 

In the interludes of time. 


amladl 


I heard you speak to me from the light 
When I was in the darkness -- 

You never said you loved me 
And now I cannot remember who you are, 
You should have told me. 


The light was only from your eyes, 
Your heart was but darkness. 

I should have heard you 

When you did not speak. 


IV 


The silence inside you 
Swirls and drifts 
Like snow 
Against the mountainside -- 
Ice 
And death, Z 
Stark upon the winter storm 
Cry and sing 
---Shrill--- 
Into the night -- 


All is undone 
All things 

But joy; 

Love, 

SOYrow 5 

Laughter -- 


No time 
Some time -- 
Dream -- 
And death, 
Streams of flowing silver -- 
No ending or beginning -- 
The figure eight 


Flutes -- and soft 
Sleeping girls in love.... 


- George W. Greene 


Sad eyed Post Office tragedy 

how dare he deliver such despair 
like some ancient soothsayer 

of latter day romantics; the prophet 
of personal news. 


- Jon Jackson 


in marsupial mode 


Theo lanyous avant gor Tits 
They got slits 

That leak 

fOr Leth -Voung TorarcK 


The platypus ain't got teeth 
They got beaks 

naa ssp lait 

when they go to eat 


POT I edoOr (hits 

'n | got teeth 

(tho the platypus 

it got two extra feet) 


Now it could eat me 
in just a few days: 
| -cowtdnvcr: ead: it 
without Rollaids. 
- M. Sovacool 


I once posed as a caveman 

striking poses in fur underwear 

While the milkman muttered, 

"Who is that there?" and nobody looked 
as I started towards the sun 


but I never got there. 

In a lemming's tail my fate was sealed 

"Cavemen don't wear hats bejeweled 

with baseball diamonds, or Davy Crockett sneakers" 
the people whispered in closed rooms. 

I struck out in the direction of the woods 


but stopped along the way 

to kill an Injun and hit a home run 
oh, it was so much fun when 

I was a caveman. 


IT am still a caveman 
but your eyes are my hat 
and the ways I try to find you 
are my sneakers. 
- M. Sovacool 


I laid down my heart 
and watched it melt; 
flowing through day-bright smiles 
night-soft laughter; 
dribbling through trees 
up to the moon 
across the clouds, 
joining the stars. 
And it stood up 
only to melt again. 
This time, fire-bright whispers attacked, 
knocking it flat, and happy; 
bending it sideways and back, 
twining it over and slapping it sloppy. 
Until time no longer returned. 
I waited no longer; 
my heart became the dribbling flow, 
adherent, happy, joined by night whispers 
and laughter. The flux was all 
that was: all that was my heart. 
In no-time visions, 
Unconscious movements, 
Seared. 


- M. Sovacool 


Following 


coming out at midday 

after sleeping too long, 

spring wind in january 

strikes like tobacco sucked deep into lungs. 


Tie-jumpers follow tracks 

to town's lower end and 

the river; 

later they grow tight 

with the week's big meal 

but return to this rare day 
savoring its removal from time. 


at night i go to them 
seeking a dark belly 
to stretch mine against. 
dancing and wine spil| 
to dirt street; 
early hatches 
spiral to porchlight, become scattered 
by howling bodies 
released from anything abstract. 


night expands like a sponge in water; 
saturated, i face the uptown road. 


- Jim Lark 


Heavy Night at the Electric Pelvis 


the foosball! king 
hung a list of winnings 
(plus name & phone number) 
rubbed the rhinestone belly of his body shirt 
slouched with eyes 

and waited for chicks. 
before closing time 

he would lose three teeth. 


among alices and dudes 
beer wet throats 
and chests, 
walls flexed with 
wah-wah and bass 
in mauve air; 


ST. Vitus: in Dileckface ruled the dances: roo 
Tock cet mace Mic hae 
someone's head was smashed 
by fallen mirrorball. 
The crowd scattered 
clutching metal rectangles 
as souvenirs 
for bookless shelves. 


- Jim Lark 


Insensibility 


cars blur down freeways 

like corpuscles in veins; 

somewhere cells collide, 

spill moist components over asphalt. 
grandmother's split face 

becomes a spectacle for gawkers. 


small town makes the headlines: 
a loser feels his mind snap 

and dismembers spouse and kids. 
his neighbor, 

tired arms akimbo, says 

"well life's hard to understand" 
then turns to supper. 


twelve year olds o. d. 
but get nice funerals. 


at the station 
untrue wife drones for reporters: 
"j seen his brains. 


they looked like grits." 


no time for thought 

when you're working production; 
too many tragedies 

To mourn them all. 


- Jim Lark 


Nightsrain, the streetlamp, 

to my unlit room, 

in pilgrimage, 

bends a look of light 

thru the spattered patterened pane; 


Kissed upon the floor 

in dappled grisaille: 

I have found you, 

empty, she is limping by, 
Sweet exorcist. 


- Don Evans 


The fire goldlumines 
her work regardant face 
briskly, and faintly, 


Like the dance 
in a pool 
of pouring honey. 


She sews, eyes onlaid. 


- Don Evans 


A herd of beasts 
huddles for slaughter: 
there's magic in the air. 


- Don Evans 


She purses together 

the webs, 

and her piercing needle 
draws clothmusic 

on the thread. 


- Don Evans 
Knots of wind riddle and trim 
the branches, 
and evening's shadows 


hunt and hold the bleating leaves. 


- Don Evans 


CENTRAL PIE 
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A dulling evening 

copies out the nightstars 
with the slowness 

of a scribe's concern. 


- Don Evans 


A hiss of combing 

folds thru her hair 

like fine sand, 

and lickerish lights, 

the seeds of ghosts, 

play after my guiding hand. 


- Don Evans 


Couling eyes, 
holding fingers mute, 
his footpace a prayer, 


Young bachelor, 
he follows in pursuit 
her wimpling train of hair. 


- Don Evans 
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